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The Trdgrdie 

Thoulaftcald meallthcfe bi ter name?. 

Qu.Mar. Why To I did .but looks for no reply : 

O let me make the period to my curie. 

GVoTisdone by me and ends by LMargret. 

Thus haue you breathed your curfe againft your fclfe. 

Qu '^Ma. Poore painted Queer*, vaineflouri(hofmyfor. 
Why ftrewft thou tugar one that boded fpider, tune; 

Wbofe deadly web infnareth tbee about ? 

Foole foole thou whetft a knife to kill thy felfe, 

The time will come when thou (halt wi(n for me, 

To helpe thee curfe that poifoned bunch backt toade. 
Haft. Falfe boding woman , end thy f-aatjek curfe, 
Lead to thy harnie thpu moue our patience. 

Qu. yW.Foule iliame vpon you, you haue all mov’d mine. 
Bi. Were you well feru’d yoi) woultj be caught yottr dutv. 
Qu.Ma. I o ferus me well, you (hould doe the duty, 

T each mec to bee your Queenc, and you my fuj»ie$s 
Obftruc me well and teach your (clues that dutie. 

T)orf. Dilpute not with her (he is lunatique., 

Qu.Ma. Peace mafter Marque(Te,you are malapert. 

Your fire-new ftampc of honour is (carce currant : 

O that your young nobility could iudge., 

■What t’were coloofeit and be mifeiable,? 

They that ftatid high, hajic many blaftstolhake them, 
And ifthey fall theydaftt them to peeces. 

Glo. Good counlell marry., Icarne it.lcarne it Marques, 
Dorf. It toucheth ycuf my, Lord) as much as roe. 

Glo. Yea, and much mor<%but I was borne fo high, 

Our aiery buildeth in the Cxdars top. 

And dallies with the winde,and fcorncs the funpe. 

Qu.Ma. And turues the Sunne to (hide, alas, alas, 
Witnes my funue now in the (hade of death, 

Whofc bright ou (billing beames, thy cloudy wrath, 
Hath ineternall darkenefl'e foulded vp •• 

Your aiery buildeth in our aeirics neaft. 

Q God that feed it, doe not fuffer ic .• 

A% it was won with blood, loft be it fo. 

Buck. Haue done for fliamc, if not for charity. 

Qm. M.Vf ge neither charity nor lliame to me, 

- Vncn." 


c/RicHard the 7 bird. 

Vuchsritably with me haue you dealt. 

And (hamefully by you my hopes are butchered, 

M y charity is outrage, life m)r fharoe,. 

Atd in my (hame (ball liue my forrowes rage. 

W B Q^Ma™ Of ftneely 'Buckingham , I will kiffe thy hand. 
In Irene oflcague and amity with thee : 

Now fatre befall thee and thy Princely houfe. 

Thy varments arc not (potted with our blood. 

Nor thou within the compaffe of my curfe. 

Buck- Nor none heere tor curies ncuer pane 

The lips oftbem that breath them in the aire. 

Qu.Mar flic not bcleeuc bur they a (Tend the skie, 

A . d there awake Gods gcntlefleepjng peace. 

O Buckingham beware of yonder dog, 

Looke when he fauncs he bites, and when h« bices, 

His venome tooth will rankle thee to death, 

H auc not to doe; with him, beware of him .• 

Sinne,death, and hell hauefet their markes on him. 

And si! their miniffers attend on him. 

Glo. What doth (he fay.my Lord of Buckingham* 

Buck, Nothing that I refpeift my, gracious Lord. 

Qu Mar. What doeft thou fcorne me for my gentle court- 
And footh the diuell that I warnc thee from ? (fell, 

0 but renrmbet this another day, 

When he (ball fpljt thy very heart with (orrow, 

»4nd fay poore Margret was a Prophetefte .* 

Liue each of you, the fabie&of his hate, 
yfndhe to you,anl all ofyouto Gods. Exit , 

Hap. My haire doth ftand an end to heereher curfe*. 

IRJu . And fo dqth mine, I wonder (bees at liberty? 

Glo- 1 cannot blamcher by Gods holy mother. 

She hath had too much wrong, and I repent 
My part thereof that I haue done. 

Haft. I neuer did her any to my knowledge. 

Glo. But you haue all the vantage ofithis, wrong, 

1 was too hot to dop : fome body goodj 
That is to cold in thi iking cue it now : 

Marry as for Clarence , hec is well repayd, 
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